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who had wanted to join his adventure in "Adventure," and
the story of how the Snark was lost because Roscoe Eames
couldn't navigate, and how he had taught himself to navigate
in " Finding One's Way About." He was in desperate need of
funds, the articles were amusing, and they sold to the
magazines. He wrote one short story, "To Build a Fire,"
an Alaskan tragedy.

For the first twelve days the Snark was in Pearl Harbour
he did not go aboard. On the thirteenth when he rowed out
to the boat he found that the decks had not been hosed down
even once, that along with the exposed gear, they were
rotting under the tropical sun. He promptly fired Roscoe
Eames and Herbert Stoltz and sent them back to California.
The newspapers told the American public that there had
been quarrelling and dissension on the Snark. Because Jack
did not want to hurt Ninetta Eames by exposing Roscoe, he
made no attempt to defend himself. He then sent transporta-
tion money to Eugene Fenelon, a friend of George Sterling,
to join the Snark as its engineer. Fenelon, who, as the news-
papers commented, " gained his knowledge of the sea while
travelling as strong man of the circus, and while studying
for the priesthood," arrived, spent several months attempting
to put the Snark in shape, and returned to Garmel leaving the
equipment in worse condition than ever.

Not only was Hawaii " a sweet land, but the people were
sweet people." The editors of the Star and the Pacific
Commercial Traveller gave a dinner in their honour, they were
invited to a reception for Prince Kalamanaole and Her
Majesty, Liliuokalani; everywhere they were entertained
and shown the majesty of the islands. Every day held a new
and dramatic adventure: he fished by torchlight with Prince
Kalamanaole, went to native luaus^ or moaning feasts, swam
in the bright, warm moonlight, lived on the Haleakala
Ranch on the Island of Maui. The manager, Louis von
Tempsky, took him to watch cattle drives, colt-breakings,
and brandings, and on the ride of incredible beauty and
danger eight thousand feet up the sides of mountains, and
across shaky hempen bridges which spanned great gorges,